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Conclufion of the Story of Father Nicholas. 


Was a coward, however, in the wrong as well as in the right, 
4 and fell upon an expedient to fcreen myfelf from a difcovery 
that might have faved me. I contrived to deceive my wife, and 
to conceal my vifits to Madam de Trenville’s, under pretext of 
fome perplexing incidents that had arifen in the management of 
thofe affairs with which I was intrufted. Her mind was too pure 
for fufpicion or for jealoufy. It was eafy even for a novice in 
falfehood, like me, to deceive her, But I had an able affiftant in 
Delaferre, who now refumed the afcendency over me he had for- 
merly pofleffed, but with an attraction more powerful, from the 
infatuated attachment which my vanity and weaknefs, as much 
as her art and beauty, had made me conceive for Madam de 
Trenville. 


It happened, that juft at this time a young man arrived from 
our province, and brought letters for Emilia from a female friend 
of hers in the neighbourhood of Santonges. He had been bred a 
miniature-painter, and came to town for improvement in his art. 
Emilia, who doated on her little boy, propofed to him to draw 
his picture in the innocent attitude of his fleep. The young 
painter was pleafed with the idea, provided fhe would allow him 
to paint the child in her arms, ‘This was to be concealed from 
me, for the fake of furprifing me with the picture when it fhould 
be finifhed. That fhe might have a better opportunity of effeét- 
ing this little concealment, Emilia would often hear, with a fort 
of fatisfaction, my engagements abroad, and encourage me to 
keep them, that the picture might advance in my abfence. 
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She knew not what, during that abfence, was my employment. 
The flave of vice and of profufion, | was violating my faith to 
her, in the arms of the moft artful and worthlefs of women, and 


_ lofing the fortune that fhould have fupported my child and hers, 


to a fet of cheats and villains. Such was the fnare that Delaferre 
and his aflociates had drawn around me, It was covered with 
the appearance of love and generofity. De Trenville had art 
enough to make me believe, that fhe was every way the victim of 
her affection for me. My firft great loffes at play the pretended to 
reimburfe from her own private fortune, and then threw herfelf 
upon my honour, for relief from thofe diftrefles into which | had 
brought her. After having exhaufted all the money I poflefled, 
and all my credit could command, I would have {topped fhort 
of ruin; but when I thought of returning in difgrace and poverty 
to the place I had left refpected and happy, I had not refolution 
enough to retreat. I took refuge in defperation, mortgaged the 
remains of my eftate, and flaked the produce to recover what I 
had loft, or to lofe myfelf. The event was fuch as might have 


been expected. 


After the dizzy horror of my fituation had left me power to 
think, I hurried to Madam de Trenville’s. She gave me fuch a 
reception as fuited one who was no longer worth the deceiving. 
Conviction of her falfehood, and of that ruin to which fhe had 
been employed to lead me, flafhed upon my mind. 1 left her 
with execrations, which fhe received with the coolnefs of harden- 
ed vice, of experienced feduction. 1 rufhed from her houfe, I 
knew not whither. My fteps involuntarily led me home. At 
my own door | ftopped, as if it had been death to enter. When 
I had fhrunk back fome paces, I turned again; twice did I at- 
tempt to knock, and could not; my heart throbbed with unfpeak- 
able horror, and my knees {mote each other. It was night, and 
the ftreet was dark and filent around me. I threw myfelf down 
before the door, and wifhed fome ruffian’s hand to eafe me of life 
and thought together. At laft the recollection of Emilia, and of my 
infant boy, crofled my difordered mind, and a gufh of tendernefs 
burft from my eyes. I rofe, and knocked at the door. When 
{ was let in, I went up foftly to my wife’s chamber. She was 
afleep, with a night-lamp burning by her, her child fleeping on 
her bofom, and its litde hand grafping her neck. Think what I 
felt as L looked! She fimiled through her fleep, and feemed to 
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dream of happinefs, My brain began to madden again; and as 
the mifery to which fhe muft wake crofled my imagination, the 
horrible idea rofe within me,—I fhudder yet to tell it !—to mur- 
der them as they lay, and next myfelf!—I ftretched my hand to- 
wards my wife’s throat !— The infant unclafped its little fingers, 
and laid hold of one of mine, The gentle preflure wrung my 
heart; its foftnefs returned; I burft into tears; but I could not 
{tay to tell her of our ruin. I rufhed out of the room, and, gain- 
ing an obfcure hotel in a diftant part of the town, wrote a few 
diftraed lines, acquainting her of my folly and of my crimes; 
that I meant immediately to leave France, and not to return till 
my penitence fhould wipe out my offences, and my induftry repair 
that ruin in which | had involved her. 1 recommended her and 
my child to my mother’s care, and to the protection of that Heaven 
which fhe had never offended. Having fent this, | left Paris on the 
inftant, and had walked feveral miles from town before it was light. 
At fun-rife a ftage-coach overtook me. ”Twas going on the road 
to Brefi; 1 entered it without arranging any future plan, and fat in 
fullen and gloomy filence, in the corner of the carriage. That day 
and next night I went on mechanically, with feveral other paflen- 
gers, regardlefs of food, and incapable of reft. But the fecond day 
1 found my ftrength fail, and when we ftopped in the evening, [ 
fell down in a faint, in the paflage of the inn. I was put to 
bed, it feems, and lay for more than a week in the ftupefaction 
of a low fever. A charitable brother of that order to which I 
now belong, who happened to be in the inn, attended me with 
the greateft care and humanity, and when I began to recover, 
the good old man miniftred to my foul, as he had done to my 
body, that afliftance and confolation he eafily difcovered it to 
peed. wens. By his tender ailiduities I was now fo far recruited, as to 
be able to breathe the frefh air at the window of a little parlour. 
As I fat there one morning, the fame ftage-coach in which I had 
arrived, {topped at the door of the inn, when I faw alight out of 
it the young painter who had been recommended to us at Paris. 
The fight overpowered my weaknefs, and I fell lifelefs from my 
feat. The incident brought feveral people into the room, and 
amongft others the young man himfelf. When they had reftored 
me to fenfe, | had recollection enough to defire him to remain 
wit! me alone. It was fome time before he recognized me; 
when he did, with horror in his afpect, after much hefitation, 
and the moft folemn intreaty from me, he told me the dreadful 
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fequel of my misfortunes. My wife and child were no more, The 
fhock which my letter gave, the ftate of weaknefs fhe was then in 
had not ftrength to fupport. The effets were a fever, delirium, 
and death. Her infant perifhed with her. In the interval of rea- 
fon preceding her death, fhe called him to her bed-fide, gave him 
the picture he had drawn; and with her laft breath charged him, 
if ever he could find me out, to deliver that and her forgivenefs to 
me. He put it into my hand. I know not how I furvived, 
Perhaps it was owing to the outworn ftate in which my dif- 
eafe had left me. My heart was too weak to burft; and there 
was a fort of palfy on my mind that feemed infenfible to its ca- 
lamities. By that holy man who had once before faved me 
from death, I was placed here, where, except one melancho- 
ly journey to that fpot where they had laid my Emilia and 

er boy, | have ever fince remained, My ftory.is unknown, and 
they wonder at the feverity of that life by which I endeavour to 
attone for my offences.—But it is not by fuffering alone that 
Heaven is reconciled; I endeavour, by works of charity and be- 
neficence, to make my being not hateful in its fight. Bleffed be 
God! I have attained the confolation I wifhed.— Already, on my 
wafting days a beam of mercy fheds its celeftial light. The vi- 
fions of this flinty couch are changed to mildnefs. *Twas but 
laft night my Emilia beckoned wa me in fmiles; this little 
cherub was with her!” His voice ceafed; he looked on the pic- 
ture, then towards Heaven; and a faint glow crofled the palenefs 
of his cheek. I ftood awe-ftruck at the fight. The bell for Vef- 
pers tolled—he took my hand—I kiffed his, and my tears be- 
gan to drop on it.—“ My fon,” faid he, “ to feelings like yours it 
may not be unpleafing to recall my ftory :—If the world allure 
thee, if vice enfnare with its pleafures, or abafh with its ridicule, 
think of Father Nicholas—be virtuous, and be happy.” 
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